TUMBLING  IN  THE   HAY
wine or spirits for consumption on the premises. His
precaution was superfluous, for his mother looked
neither to right nor left. Her mind was preoccupied
and rankling by the treatment she had just received
from the Registrar of the Medical School.
What hurt her pride was this. After some delay
in a bare room off the hall, she was admitted to the
presence of a stout, squat, bearded figure, who glanced
up without rising from his chair and queried sharply:
"Name?"
" I am Mrs. Ouseley, You have probably heard
of my late husband ?"
" It's your son's name I want. I take it that this
is your son ?"
"Yes."
"His name?"
"Gideon."
He took a note. " There are seven letters in
Ouseley, I suppose ? What school ?"
" Stonyhurst."
He took a note.   " A good school   Any others ?"
" Clongowes."
"Better still: nearer home." He pointed his pen-
handle at the youth. " Your age, young man ?"
"Twenty."
He took a note.
" You want to enter the School of Anatomy, What
have you got ? Have you got First and Second Arts ?
It would be better if you took your hands out of your
pockets."
" He has passed Matriculation and First and Second
Arts, and taken out his lectures in Botany, Biology,
Chemistry and Physics."
" All right, all right! That will be twelve guineas.
It will be to your advantage and to mine if you will
read this little brochure, for it will answer all your
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